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I can remember two occasions in the course of this
war when I felt conscious that all was over with me.
Once at Vallecas and again not so long ago, when
just behind me in the trench two men were literally
smashed to bits by a shell. It is true that since then
life has acquired a somewhat gratuitous quality ; it
is as if an extra had been thrown in which one really
no longer deserved. Life has consequently lost
much of the seriousness which it must have for a
good book-keeper or a station-master who sees to it
that every train is on time. Since then, life has
become more of a game, although even a game has
its deliberately serious side and its unconstrained
grace. For me it is not so much that the seriousness
of life has been forfeited as that it has been thrust
back ; it is as if behind the apparently important
factors in life, I had discovered other, more real,
bases for living. Perhaps life had lost its meaning
for Stenko because he was still too young to know
what it is to live. Perhaps he was one of the many
who hesitate between fantasies and theories, without
having known the ultimate realities, the warm breath
of a mouth, the deep heart-beat under a human
breast which alone give significance to life.